Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
of Plutarch's men. Outside of this equipment—and the
dreams in his head—he had, then, precisely nothing.
Perhaps, however, he was to capitalize it in a way little
suspected by his townspeople. Certainly they would have
laughed, had any one prophesied such a thing; and they
were at the time not at all proud of him. To be sure,
they were a rather fractious, though a naturally kindly
and hardy people, much given to suspicions and to feuds
and little pleased with anybody. Then there were always
too many factions on the island for any one to be gen-
erally popular, since one must take sides; and the Bona-
partes up on the via Malerbe were nothing if not partisan.
Besides, though they were of patrician descent and one
of the leading families of Ajaccio, therefore to be looked
up to, it is hard for peasant or shopkeeper to rever-
ence a family known all too well. Familiarity, after all,
does breed a sort of contempt for one's betters, particu-
larly in unsettled times when there are of necessity alter-
cations over shopkeepers' bills and the ownership of flocks,
vineyards, and what not, and when the neighbors recall
quite clearly this same junior lieutenant and his brothers
and sisters as an unruly lot and, if not actually tatter-
demalion, at least dressed in none too well-fitting made-
overs, fighting, biting, and scratching their playmates and
each other, and in turn defending each other with equal
violence.
Though one of the chief ports of the island, Ajaccio
was, in those years, a small town and nothing to be par-
ticularly proud of. Still, it was decidedly picturesque as it
lay in the golden sunshine, this late summer afternoon*
And from the hills it all looked peaceful enough—a slum-
bering fortress by the shore, the governor's palace and the

